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My country! “tis of thee, 
Sweet Land of Liberty, 

Of thee I sing; 
Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the pilgrim’s pride, 
From every mountain side 
Let freedom ring! 


My native country, thee, 
Land of the noble, free 
Thy name Llove; 
T love thy rocks and rills. 
. Thy woods and templed hills: 
My heart with rapture thrills 
Like that above. 


Che Star Spangled Banner. 


. Q)! say ean you see, by the dawn’s early light, 
W hat so proudly we hailed at the twilight? slast gleaming, 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, thr ough the perilous 


fight, 


Over the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming: 
And the rockets* red glare, the boinbs bursting mm air. 
Gave proof through the night that our flaz was still there: 

QO. say, does the star-spangled banner still wave 

Over the land of the free and the home of the brave? 


On the shore dimly seen through the mist of the deep, 
Where the foe's haughty host jn dread silence reposes, 
What is that which the breeze o'er the towering steep, 
half conceals, half dise loses? 
Now it catches the gleam of the mMorning’s first beam, 
In full glory reflected, now shines on the stream: 
“Tis the star-spangled banner! O, long may it: wave 
Over the land of the free and the home of the brave. 


As it fitfully blows, 


And where is that band who so vauntingly swore 
That the havoe of war and the battle’s confusion, 
A home and a country should leave us io more? 
Their blood has washed out their foul footstep’ s pollution, 
No refuge could save the hireling and slave 
From the terror of fight, or the gloom of the grave, 
And the star-spangled bannerin triuanph doth wave 
Mer the land of the free and the home of the brave, 


While our land is ilhun’d with Liberty’s smile. 
Ifa foe from within strike a blow at her glory. 
Down, down with the traitor. that dares to. detile 
The flag of her stars and the page of her story 
By the millions unchain’ ad who our birthright have gain’ d 
We will keep her bright blazon forever unstained ! 
And the star-spangled banner in tritaaph shall wave 
While the land of the free is the home of the brave! 


O. thus be itever. when freemen shall stand 
Betweeu their loved home and the war's desolation, 
Blessed with vietory and peace. may the Pleaven-rescued 


land 


Praise the power that hath made and preserved us a uation, 
Then conquer we must, when our cause itis just. 
And this be our motto—-* 
And the star-spangted banuer in tritumph saall wave 
Ofer the land of the free 


Columbia, the Gem of the Ocean. 


O Coliumbia!l the gem of the ocean, 
The home of the brave and the free, 
The shrine of each patriot’s devotion, 
A world offers ho nage to thee. 
Thy mandates mevke heroes assemble, 
When Liberty ’s form stands in view, 
Thy banners make tvranny tremble. 
When borae by the red. white and blue, 


= 
CHorts.—When borne by the red. white and blue, 
When borne by the red, white and blite, 
Thy banners make tyranny trenible. 
When borne by the red. white and blue. 
\ 


‘In Good is our trust !** 


aud tome of the brave. 


- 


> © 


Let musie swell the bi rCeze, 
And ving from U the | mee oS 

Sweet freedom? s song! 
Let mortal. tongues awak 
Let all that b } 
Let rocks their Sat catvreme 
The song prolong. 


Our father’s God, to thee, 
Author of liberty, 

To thee we sing: 
Long nay our land be bright 
With freedom’s holy light: 
Protect us by thy amight, 

Great God, our King! 


* 


When war winged its wide desolation, 
And threatened the land to deform, 
The ark then of freedoms foundation. 
Columbia rode safe thro? the storm: 
With her garlands of viet°ry around her. 
When so proudly she bore her brave crew, 
With her tlag proudly floating before her, ~ 
: The boast of the red. w hite and blue. 
OCMOWES = _ 


The wine cup, Hie wine ren bring hither, 


iia 
er sev rer, 
prove re tre oy 


The Arm cand TEN: fe one 7 
Vite and blue. 


‘Three cheers tort ae 


_ 7 


Corts. 


. 


dT a n down tocamp. 
vith ¢ vaptain 1 Goodwin. 
‘nand boys, 
us soy Puddin. 


nkee Doodle keep it up, 

— Yankee Doodle Dandy, 

| Mind the music and the step. 
And with the girls be handy. 


There was Captain Washington, 
Upon a slapping stallion, 
A giving orders to his men, 
T guess there was a million, 
: oRUS.—Y ankee Doodle, Ete. 
7 , 
And then the feathers in his hat. 
They looked so tarnual tina, A . 
T wanted pockily to get. 
To give to ny Jemima. 
“enotes: =v ankee Doodle, Ete. 


And there they had aswampin gun, 
As big’s a log of maple, 
Ona deuced little cart, 
A load for father’s cattle. 
CHorus.—Yankee Doodle, ete. 


And every time they fired it off, 
It took a horn of powder, 
It made a noise like father’s gun, 
Only a nation louder 
(CHorv’s.—Yankee Doodle, Etc. 


T went as near to it myself, 
As Jacob’s underpinnin, 
And father went as near again. 
LT thought the deuce was in him, 
CHORUS. —Yankee Doodle, Ete. 


And there [see a little keg, 
Its heads were made of leather, 


To call the folks together. 
Cronus. —Yankee Doodle, Ete. 


Hail Columbia. happy land. 
Hail, ye heroes! heaven born band! 


And when the storm of war was gone, 
Enjoyed the peace your valor wou— 
Let Independence be our boast, 

Kver mind-ful what it cost, 

ver grateful for the prize, 

Let its alter reach the skies. 


Chorvus—Firm, united, let us be 
Rallying round our lberty, 
Asa band of brothers formed, 
Peace and safety we shall lind. 


Immortal patriots! rise once more, 


Let no rude foe, with impious hand, 
Let no rede foe, with impious hand, 
Invade the shrine where sacred lies, 


Tu heaven we place amanty trust — 

That truth and justice will prevail. 

And every scheme of bondage tail. 
CHoRUS— 


Should auld aequaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to mind? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And auld lang syne? 
For auld lang syne. my jo, 
For auld lang syne. 
We'll tak a cup o° kindness vet, 
For auld lang syne! 


And surely vel} he your pint stoup! 
And surely Pll be mine! 
And we'll tuk a cup o° kindness vet, 
For auld lang svne! 
For auld lang syne, my jo, 
For auld lang syne. 
We'litak aeup o° kindness vet. 
7 For auld lang syne! 


-_ 


They knocked upon it with little sticks, 


Who fought and bled in Freedoms cause, 
Who fought and bled in Freedoms cause. 


Defend vour rights. defend vour shores — 


Of toiland blocd the well earned prize. 
While offering peace—sincere and just. 


And there's 
s 
And gies 


And there they*d tife awie like fun, 
And play on cornstock tiddles, 
And some had ribbons red as blood, 
All wound about their middles. 
Cio0RUS.—Yaukee Doodle, Ete. 


The troopers too would gallop up 
And fire right in our faces. 
It scared ine alinost half to death, 
To see them run such races. 
CHorus.—Yankee Doodle. Ete. 


Old Unele Sam came there to change 
Some Pancakes and some onious, 
For lasses cakes to carry home, 
To give his wife and young ones. 
Cuorus.—Yankee Doodle, Ete. 


And Captain Davis had a gun, 
He kind a clapt his hand out, 
And stuck a crooked stabbing iron 
Upon the little end ont. 
Ciortus.— Yankee Doodle, Ete. 


And there I see a pumpkin shell, 
As big as mother’s basin, 
And every time they touched it off, 
They scampered like the nation. 
CHorvus.—Yanukee Doodle. Ete. 


But Tcan‘t tell you half I see, 
They kept up such a sinother, 
I took inv hat off, made a bow, 
And scampered home to mother, 
CHMorUs, —Yankee Doodle, te. 


Corncobs twist my hair. 
Cart wheels around me, 
Fiery Dragons carry me off, 
And Mortal Pestles pound me, 
CHorus.—Yanukee Doodle, Ete. 


Yankee Doodle is the tune 
Americans delight int 
Whistle, sing and dance, 
They're just the boys for fighting. 
Cirorus.—Yankee Doodle, Ete. 


hail Columbia. 


Sound. sound the trump of fame! 
Let Washington's great name, 


ting thro? the world with loud applause. 
Ring thro® the world with loud applause, 


Let ev'ry Clime to freedom dear, 
Listen witha jovfull éar— 

With equal skill. with God-like power, 
He governs in the fearful hour 

Of horrid war or guides with ease 

The happier times of honest peace. 


CHoRUsS— 


Behold the chief who now commands 
Once more to serve his country stands, 
The rock on which the storm will beat. 
The rock on which the storm will beat. 
Butarni din virtue. firmand true 

His hopes are tixed on heav’n and you, 
When hope was sinking in dismay, 
When gloom obscured Columbia's day— 
Tfis steady Inind from changes free, 
Resolved on death or Liberty. 


Cirorcs— 


Auld Lang Syne. 


We twa hae runabout the braes, 
And pout the gowans tine: 
But we've wander’d mony a weary foot 
Sin auld lang syne. 
For auld Jang syne, my jo. 
For auld lang syne, 
Well tak a cup o* kindness vet. 
For auld lang syne. 


We twa hae paid’ tit the burn, 
Frae morning sun till dine: 
But seas between us braid hae roar’d, 
Sin auld lang syne. 
Por auld lang syne. my jo. 
For auld lang syne, 
We'll tak a cup o° kindness vet, 
For auld lang syne! 


ahan® + my trusty fiere, 
(oy thine! 
And we'll ilk aright gude willy-waught 
Forauld lang syne! 
Por auld ‘lang syne, my jo. 
For auld lang syne. 
Well tak a cup o? kindness yet. 


Dw Bee auld lang syne! 


